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Wordeater  exists  as  a  forum  of  creative  expression  for  the  Joliet  Junior 
College  community,  including  students,  alumni,  faculty,  and  staff.  It 
celebrates  the  diversity  of  ideas,  beliefs,  values,  language,  media,  and 
people  of  its  community.  It  seeks  to  promote  artistic,  personal,  and 
political  expression,  democratic  values,  and  social  justice,  including 
fairness  and  equal  opportunity,  rights,  and  access.  Wordeater 
rejects  censorship  and  attempts  to  reflect  the  artistry  and  lives  of  its 
community,  while  embracing  JJC's  Core  Values  of  respect,  integrity, 
collaboration,  humor  and  well-being,  innovation,  and  quality. 
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ABOVE 

linda-joanne  S. 


I  live  on  a  plane  invisible  to  others. 

A  nose  near  the  open  window  smells  snow, 
yet  unseen. 

Someone  on  a  wire  taps  ivory  keys  and  bumps  along  black  bars. 

The  time  is  gray.  As  I  must  say,  "Moving  dishes 
from  wet  to  dry,  dry  to  wet  just  gets  in  my  way." 

I  whined  like  a  little  girl  that  it  was  the  office 
which  spanked  my  creativity,  and  now,  I  weep 
because  it  is  work  without  pay,  time  without  deadlines. 

Creative  corpuses  drop  everywhere  in  this  apartment,  cluttering  up 
corners,  centers  of  living  rooms  without  guests,  erasing  evidence 
that  a  world  is  just  past  the  ledge. 

My,  my  I  thought  I  was  above  this. 


magic  rain 

Jesus  Reyes 
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Their  Vermilion  Colored  Beauties 

Mike  Miller 


He  was  a  vermilion  kind  of  lover; 
leaves  you  breathless  while  simultaneously 
confuses  you  into  annoyance.  All  you  can 
do  is  either  take  hold,  and  ride 
along  on  his  whirlwind  of  indecisive 
feelings,  or  watch  him  whirl  off 
and  always  question  if  you  should 
have  taken  his  hand.  That  vermilion 
hand  stained  from  all  the  people  he 
had  taken  with  him. 

He  didn't  know  whether  taking 
their  hands  meant  life  or  death 
to  them;  half  the  time  he  didn't 
care.  All  he  knew  was  vermilion 
all  he  was--vermilion.  A  love  like  his, 
this  vermilion  love,  became  a  scarlett 
fever  straight  to  your  heart.  You 
knew  that  staying  would  kill  you, 
but  you'd  rather  die  than  let  go. 

He  picked  roses, showed  cardinals-blazed 
in  vermilion-to  them.  To  prove  that  some 
kind  of  soul  rested  within  his  body. 

His  vermilion  soul,  painted  by  his 
own  selfish  actions,  his  victims 
never  saw  it  coming.  He  threw  knives 
to  steal  their  hearts,  their  vermilion  colored 
beauties,  the  only  thing  that  he's  been  after. 
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Pretty 

Reilly  Washburn 

Rain  on  the  window  pane 
China  on  the  table 
table  on  tile 

silver  and  glass  and  pretty  pink  flowers 

light  and  pretty  — 

there  is  dirt  under  my  nails. 

so  clean,  so  delicate, 

pastor's  wife  in  the  corner 

pastor  on  the  radio 

smiling  smiles  on  all  the  pretty  faces 

miles  and  miles  of  smiles  and 

my  hair  smells  like 

smoke. 

and  my  skin  is 
crawling. 

the  cockroaches  in  my  head 
screech 
running  under 
the  fridge. 

the  smiles  are  laughing,  laughing,  laughing  and 
my  black  lungs  cough, 
the  rats  in  my  heart 
scream 

running 

down 

my 

stomach. 

pretty  porcelain  pink  flowers 

pretty  painted  red  smiles 

and  the  laughing 

the  quiet 

laughing 

and  I'm 

clawing 

screaming  and  screeching 
smiles  so 

pretty 


4 


and  the  waitress  asks  "are  you  good?" 
rats 

cockroaches 

"yes" 

I  say 

but  can  she  hear? 
screeching 
screaming 

pretty 

smiles  all  around 
pretty 

pink  tea  cups 

screaming 
screeching 
creeping 
and  all  I  want 
is  the  dark 
and  a  beer. 


TexAcrylic 

Sara  Schwartz 
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The  Giant 

William  Mallady 


I  used  to  read  Cannery  Row  in  the  company  of  pill  popping 
bartenders  and  former  prostitutes  and  addicts  and  strippers 
and  feel  good  about  it.  I  used  to  be  so  hooked  on  speed 
that  cold  medicine  was  the  only  viable  solution  on  my 
budget,  and  Ritalin  when  I  hit  it  big.  Then  the  Giant  started 
growing.  It  has  no  sex.  It  has  no  gender.  It  has  no  secondary 
characteristics,  but  more  later.  I  saw  a  woman  go  into  a 
seizure  from  all  the  Valium  and  we  stuck  her  in  the  car  and 
waited  for  the  cops  to  find  her.  I  fell  asleep  on  the  railroad 
tracks  until  8  AM  and  sighed  when  I  woke  up  to  that  and  the 
giant  grew  and  I  went  back  to  sleep,  on  the  railroad  tracks. 
And  I  prayed  for  a  train  to  pass. 

I  got  out  of  rehab,  where  Dr.  Dan  was  the  Man  with  the 
Plan  and  he  knew  nothing.  I  got  out,  and  I  listened  to 
Leftover  Crack  and  watched  Aqua  Teen  Hunger  Force  on  my 
cellphone  while  I  was  gleefully  sober  for  six  months  until  I 
saw  eight  year  olds  doing  methamphetamine,  just  like  me, 
and  it  made  I  want  a  cigarette.  The  giant  grew  larger  and 
I  sighed  again,  and  prayed  for  a  train  to  pass  -  but  only  to 
keep  me  up  this  time.  Anything  not  to  sleep,  anything  not  for 
those  dreams. 

And  the  Giant  grew.  He  grew  and  he  grew  and  he  finally 
burst  out  of  my  head  -  like  anything,  just  as  virginal  but 
unwise  -  and  he  was  a  small  fetus.  A  zygote.  A  relic  of  time 
before  there  was  such  a  concept;  the  chewing  biting  nagging 
Giant  of  grey. 

And  I  found  myself  in  the  tattoo  parlor  and  I  found  a 
numbness  not  felt  since  feeling  was  speed.  And  booze.  It  was 
uncomfortable,  this  I  loved  to  feel  and  live  and  be  un-numb. 
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And  I  found  whiskey:  Jameson  nursed  me  to  sleep.  And, 
eventually,  I  found  myself  sitting  on  the  Giant's  belly.  Large, 
and  now  blue-grey-death-purple,  truly  a  pallor  for  the  times. 
And  this  huge  belly  -  cellulite,  wrinkles.  A  deep,  cavernous 
belly  button.  And  I  propped  my  lawn  chair  and  my  TV  up  and 
watched  the  Twilight  Zone  and  laughed  when  Jess  Belle  was 
killed,  though  there  was  no  humor  in  it. 

And  now,  I  look  out  from  the  Giant's  belly.  The  price  of 
freedom.  A  deep,  grey  fog  on  the  ground.  And  the  Giant, 
everywhere  -  the  large,  old-man  giant  but  with  no  gender 
only  occasionally  groaning  but  never  conversing,  which  is 
a  drag.  But  he  will  drink  with  me.  He  will  drink  gallons  and 
gallons  of  Jameson  with  me,  and  he  will  grow  larger  and  the 
ground  will  grow  fogger.  And  I  am  a  singularity,  a  single,  a 
one.  But  this  is  what  the  universe  grew  out  of,  and  who  is  the 
Giant  to  judge? 


Figure 

Sara  Schwartz 
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The  Worldwide  Satire 

Dan  Kloc 


I  wake  up  and  feel  something  is  askew. 

Then  I  remember  what  I  heard  last  night  on  the  news. 

Then  I  push  it  aside  and  turn  on  the  TV. 

I'm  sure  someone  can  deal  with  it  better  than  me! 

Our  politics  are  failing. 

Society's  flailing. 

Getting'  crushed  under  the  weight  of  our  own  pompous  detail¬ 
ing. 

But  I  don't  mind,  there's  nothing  I  can  do. 

I'll  just  grab  a  bite,  get  another  tattoo. 

Maybe  by  the  time  I'm  done,  it'll  have  worked  itself  out. 

If  it  hasn't  I'll  just  shut  my  eyes  and  think  of  something  else! 

I  guess  I  could  try  to  make  a  difference, 

But  I've  got  more  important  things  I  have  to  deal  with. 

Like  the  season  finale  of  my  favorite  show, 

A  bottle  of  Jack  to  finish  and  a  party  to  throw! 

I  guess  I  can  try  to  help  out,  if  I've  got  the  time.  We'll  see. 

Hey,  look!  Beer  over  there  is  buy-one-get-one-free! 

I  gotta  stock  up  for  the  big  game  tonight. 

Gotta  go.  I'm  sure  you  got  the  problem  covered,  right? 

Drunks  and  liars  and  posers,  you're  fired. 

Idiots,  jackasses,  worldwide  mob  masses. 

Outcasts  that  walk  alone,  self-loathers,  homophobes. 

Jesus  freaks.  One  more  drink.  Intelligence  levels  sink. 

Dumb  jocks  and  whores.  Gangbangers.  Guerilla  wars. 

Drop  the  dime,  save  the  time.  Pretend  you've  lost  your  mind. 
Uppers  and  downers.  Immigrants,  minors. 

Emos  and  cheaters,  and  asshole  wife-beaters. 

Psycho  ex-girlfriends,  freaks,  frauds,  text  message  sends. 
Alcoholics  relapsing.  Governments  collapsing. 

Oil  spills,  anything  for  thrills.  Hold  on,  just  one  more  kill. 
Suicide  bombers,  no  mothers,  no  fathers. 

This  world's  so  fucked  up,  how  will  it  end  up? 

I  don't  wanna  know,  don't  wanna  see. 

Don't  make  me  face  reality! 
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Cheap  Pen  &  Ink 

Sara  Schwartz 
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A  Day  in  May 

Beth  Sadler 


The  wind  whispers  in  my  ears 

As  the  darker  clouds  start  weeping  tears. 

The  sun  leaves  to  shy  away. 

So  the  thunder  and  lightning  come  out  to  play. 

I  sit  contently  on  my  rocking  chair 
So  calm,  without  a  care. 

The  angry  ice  begins  to  hit  the  ground. 

The  thunder  roars  a  frightful  sound. 

Ponds  and  lakes  swell  up  with  sorrow. 

They'll  feel  better  by  tomorrow. 

I  listen  to  the  storm  all  day. 

To  hear  what  nature  has  to  say. 

Near  the  end,  skies  will  clear. 

Then  no  longer  can  I  hear. 


Butterfly 


Sara  Schwartz 
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The  Caffeine  Cycle 

Tyler  Martin 


Sleepless  nights  and  coffee  days 
Intravenous  resuscitation 
Pure,  simple  and  foreign 
Suburban  and  hygienic 

Intravenous  resuscitation 

The  alarm  clock  screams 

Suburban  and  hygienic 

Rise  and  shine,  the  office  beckons 

The  alarm  clock  screams 
How  long  must  this  go  on? 

Rise  and  shine,  the  office  beckons 
Your  family  is  hungry 

How  long  must  this  go  on? 

"It's  all  work  and  no  play"  they  say 
Your  family  is  hungry 
Is  this  everything  to  know? 

"All  work  and  no  play"  they  say 
But  the  day  is  done,  the  sun  has  gone 
Is  this  everything  to  know? 

For  now  the  thought  is  swept  away 

But  the  day  is  done,  the  sun  has  gone 
It's  time  to  kiss  the  family  goodnight 
For  now  the  thought  is  swept  under  the  rug 
Until  it  returns  with  that  incessant  buzz 
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She  Wouldn't  Like  That 

Richie  Vavrina 

I  could  poison  your  drink 
I  could  light  you  on  fire, 

Plant  a  bomb  in  your  car, 

Or  choke  you  with  wire 

Though,  your  girlfriend  wouldn't  like  that  much 
And  that's  who  I'm  trying  to  impress 
But  I've  worked  so  hard,  and  this  list  is  so  long, 
So  I  might  as  well  read  you  the  rest. 

I  could  send  you  anthrax. 

I  could  feed  you  to  fish. 

You  could  drown  in  the  sea, 

Or  get  pushed  off  a  cliff 

Though  your  girlfriend  wouldn't  like  that  much, 

I  think  she  might  cope  with  it  well, 

She'd  think  of  you  happy  and  chilling  with  God, 
But  I'd  know  that  you're  burning  in  Hell. 

May  you  fall  from  each  height, 

May  you  crack  under  pressure, 

May  you  lose  your  sight, 

May  you  cease  to  impress  her, 

I  wish  you  insane, 

To  get  "pushed  out  of  frame", 

For  your  legs  to  go  lame 
And  your  arms  to  be  maimed 

Though,  your  girlfriend  wouldn't  like  that  much, 
And  that  crystal  clear  to  me, 

But  I  happen  to  know,  and  you  should  know, 
That  she  could  have  been  happier  with  me. 
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Red-Riding  Hood 

Sara  Schwartz 


Russian  Dolls 

J.  Kotek 

Ass  on  lap  on  concrete  stairs 
Like  Russian  dolls;  the  fatter  wears 
Himself  around  the  other: 

Little  lover  slinks  and  stares. 


Season  Closer  Cruise 

Tyler  Painter 


The  wind  blows  the  colorful  leaves  as 
the  sun  sets  in  the  red  and  orange  sea. 

A  rumble  off  in  the  distance  shocks  the  asphalt. 
Something  is  getting  closer  and  closer,  there  is 
more  than  one,  they  are  coming  fast. 

Black,  silver,  red,  green,  yellow  and 
they  are  upon  us  now  with 
paint  gleaming  in  the  falling  sun.  Engines 
roaring  like  beasts  waiting  to  be  let  loose. 

Flying  by  with  no  care  in  the  world  and 
many  pass  by  and  move  off  into 
the  distance  like  a  speck  on  a  wall. 

They  are  here  and  gone  like  a  stampede,  for 
they  are  Mustangs  just  of  the  mechanical  type. 
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License  Plate  Pitching  Rubber 

Rob  Vogt 

The  day  before  my  first  Little  League  game, 

I  asked  my  dad  to  teach  me  how  to  pitch. 

Of  course  I  knew  how  to  physically  throw  a  baseball, 
but  I  wanted  a  knee-lifting,  torso-twisting  wind-up  - 
just  like  the  big  leaguers  on  TV. 

I'm  sure  my  dad  was  exhausted 
after  a  long  day  of  moving  furniture; 
of  sweating  through  his  work  shirt, 
of  lugging  grunt-inducing  couches 
up  ramshackle  staircases. 

Exhausted  or  not,  he  agreed  to  help  me. 

We  walked  out  into  the  street  in  front  of  our  house, 
where  he  put  down  an  expired  license  plate 
to  serve  as  a  makeshift  pitching  rubber, 
then  paced  off  a  distance  of  46  feet. 

I  remember  the  bumpy  feeling  of 

hammered-out  license  plate  digits  under  my  sneakers. 

I  remember  the  sound  of  rusted  metal  scraping  against  asphalt 
as  I  practiced  my  noodle-kneed  delivery. 

But  my  favorite  memory  of  that  night 

is  looking  through  the  cool  Midwestern  dusk 

and  seeing  a  tattered  baseball  disappear  with  a  soft  pop 

into  my  dad's  three-fingered  mitt,  the  kind  that  was  popular 

when  he  was  a  young  boy  practicing  for  his  first  Little  League  game. 
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Last  Ride  of  the  Valhalla 

Bryan  W.  Lockie 


I  pulled  up  to  the  curb  in  front  of  Andy  Mackenzie's  house  and 
sat  with  my  head  on  the  steering  wheel.  Here  I  was,  on  the  verge 
of  committing  my  first  criminal  act.  All  I  could  do  was  blame  the 

body  soap. 

Three  hours  ago,  I  was  enjoying  a  perfectly  normal  shower 
on  a  perfectly  normal  Saturday  afternoon  in  October.  I  was  in 
the  middle  of  my  first  cycle  of  rinse-and-repeat,  grabbing  the 
cucumber-watermelon-pumpkin-sugar  cookie  scented  soap  (its 
manufactured  by  Baskin-Robbins).  Then,  I  found  myself  making 
a  twin  camel  hump  and  a  three-revolution  corkscrew  into  the 
bath  sponge.  It  resembled  some  familiar  design  that  I  thought  I 
recognized.  Interesting. 

But  if  I  blame  the  soap,  then  the  ranch  dressing  is  equally 
culpable.  After  my  shower,  I  headed  downstairs  for  a  lovely  dinner 
of  pepperoni-and-mushroom  pizza.  I  picked  up  the  ranch  bottle 
from  the  table  and  deposited  a  nutritious  helping  on  my  plate. 
Another  corkscrew.  Most  interesting. 

Once  dinner  was  over,  I  headed  back  upstairs  to  finish  my 
trigonometry  homework,  trying  to  compare  the  amplitude  of 
inverse  parabolas.  Parabolas,  shaped  like  the  hill  and  valley  of  a 
rollercoaster.  Now  my  math  book  was  speaking  to  me.  Before  I 
could  question  the  Universe  and  what  it  was  trying  to  tell  me,  the 
phone  rang. 

"Goldie  Shawn,  get  in  your  car  and  head  over  here.  We're 
going  to  Dreamland." 

'Goldie  Shawn'  -  another  lame  nickname  from  my  lame  excuse 
for  a  best  friend.  "Why?  The  park's  closed  down,"  I  replied. 
"Thinking  about  a  little  mission.  You  game?" 

Let  me  tell  you  a  little  about  Andrew  Mackenzie.  Add  a  green 
suit  to  the  rays  of  dark  blond  hair  radiating  from  his  pale  face  and 
bright  mossy  eyes,  and  you'd  swear  he  was  a  leprechaun.  An  evil 
one,  like  the  Lucky  Charms  guy.  Every  year  since  preschool,  he 
caused  some  kind  of  disaster  that  rivaled  the  Hindenburg  or  Clear 
Pepsi.  Around  our  small  town,  any  unexplained  catastrophe  was 
affectionately  known  as  a  "Mackenzie. 

"Nah,  man,"  I  said,  "It's  a  stupid  kid's  theme  park  that  we  all 

loved  like  a  million  years  ago. 
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"Well  I  don't  wanna  grow  up  -  I'm  a  Toys  'R  Us  kid!" 

I  hung  up  the  phone  before  Andy  could  get  another  word  in.  I 
sat  back  at  my  desk,  rubbing  my  eyes,  thinking  about  Dreamland. 
We  did  have  some  great  times  there,  especially  riding  that 
rollercoaster,  the  Valhalla.  I  opened  my  eyes,  remembering.  The 
twin  camel  humps,  the  corkscrew  -  the  Valhalla.  Was  that  it?  I 
laughed  aloud,  not  wanting  to  give  into  the  silliness  of  supposed 
"signs."  Yet  I  could  not  deny  the  simple  wisdom  of  the  hygiene 
products,  condiments,  and  textbooks.  I  grabbed  the  phone  and 
hit  Andy's  speed  dial.  Silliness  and  criminal  activity  were  on  tap 
tonight. 

So  that's  how  I  ended  up  here,  armpits  smelling  like  fruity 
body  soap,  belly  churning  with  pepperoni-ranch  sludge,  brain 
still  graphing  parabolas.  I  stepped  out  of  the  car,  ready  to  put  the 
demons  to  rest. 

"It's  about  bloody  time,  Shawn  Hannity,"  Andy  yelled  from 
the  porch.  He  carried  what  looked  like  a  large  blanket,  laying 
the  bundle  inside  the  trunk  of  a  black  Civic  in  the  driveway.  He 
popped  back  up,  smiling  maniacally. 

"Guess  who  else  is  on  board,"  Andy  cheerfully  exclaimed. 

"I  know  whose  car  this  is,  numbnuts." 

As  if  on  cue,  a  light  from  inside  the  garage  cast  a  looming 
shadow  over  us,  and  the  third  member  of  our  motley  crew  strode 
into  the  night 

Dressed  head-to-toe  in  black,  Sarah  Benson  was 
indistinguishable  from  the  darkness.  Her  chestnut  hair  flowed 
irregularly  over  her  shoulders,  her  midnight  hoodie  partially 
zipped,  revealing  a  pleasant  lavender  scoop-neck  top  complete 
with  a  thin  silver  necklace.  With  her  black  jeans  and  Doc  Marten 
boots,  she  made  Avril  Lavigne  look  like  Ashlee  Simpson.  Sexy. 

But  don't  get  me  wrong  -  she  was  my  best  friend  and  the  third 
column  of  this  pyramid  of  pals. 

"Good  to  see  you,  Shawn.  I  need  someone  to  keep  Piglet  busy 
in  case  he  gets  fidgety." 

Andy  resented  the  name-calling:  "Oh,  you  want  to  start 
something?  I'll  take  'Names  Sarah  Was  Called  in  Third  Grade'  for 
$1000,  Alex."  Sarah  glared  at  him,  and  it  was  once  again  up  to  me 
to  pacify  the  warring  parties. 

"Hey,  girls,  calm.  You  fight  like  brother  and  sister." 

"And  if  we  were,  I'd  kill  myself  and  burn  the  remains,"  she  said 
to  Andy  as  she  opened  the  car  door.  Andy  flicked  his  BIC  lighter  at 
her  playfully. 
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"Is  it  too  late  to  leave  him?"  Sarah  pleaded  with  me. 

Within  minutes  we  were  on  the  road,  radio  pounding 
and  spirits  high.  Andy  requested  the  Chili  Peppers  s  Love 
Rollercoaster,"  drumming  Sarah's  headrest  with  a  couple  of  Fruit 
Roll-Ups.  I  rolled  down  my  window,  feeling  my  hair  strands 
whipping  in  the  wind.  I  think  I'm  part  dog. 

Sarah  flipped  the  radio  dial  and  paused  momentarily  on  Duran 
Duran's  "The  Reflex."  Following  my  puzzled  glance,  she  blurted, 
"What?  80s  are  cool.  Simon  LeBon  was  kinda  hot."  Andy  chimed  in 
from  the  back:  "I  hear  he  was  kinda  gay,  too." 

"Yeah  well,  so  are  you  and  we  still  include  you  time  after  time. 

She  caught  the  reference  at  the  same  time  I  did:  "Cyndi-Lauper- 
JINX-PERSONAL!"  We  laughed  as  Andy  leaned  over  the  front 

console. 

"You  just  jinxed  her  on  Cyndi  Lauper,  and  I'm  gay?" 

Before  Sarah  and  I  could  further  question  his  manhood,  Andy 

switched  topics. 

"So  here’s  the  plan:  we  get  to  the  park,  jump  the  fence,  take 
one  last  ride  on  the  Valhalla,  and  leave  before  I  get  my  third  strike 
and  sent  off  to  military  school." 

"Dude,  I'm  not  so  sure  about  this.  My  dad  would  kill  me  if  he 
found  out,  and  getting  hauled  before  a  judge  won't  look  good  on 
my  college  application." 

"You're  always  worried  about  your  future,"  said  Andy,  vocalizing 
his  best  Yoda  impression:  "This  one  a  long  time  have  I  watched. 

All  his  life  he  has  looked  away  -  to  the  future,  to  the  horizon."  I 
glanced  over  at  Sarah  and  rolled  my  eyes. 

"Never  his  mind  on  where  he  was,"  Andy  said  as  poked  me 
in  the  shoulder,  "What  he  was  doing!"  He  then  leaned  forward 
between  the  front  seats,  a  mischievous  grin  turned  towards  Sarah. 

"Or  who  he  should  be  doing!" 

Sarah  snarled  as  Andy  moved  his  face  in  closer  to  hers.  She 
nearly  ran  off  the  road,  tires  spinning  chunks  of  gravel  up  into  the 
wheel  well.  She  reared  back  to  elbow  him,  but  the  damage  was 
already  done.  Andy  jumped  back,  whooping. 

"Mischief  managed!" 

During  the  distraction,  he  successfully  had  changed  the  radio 
station.  Now  it  was  blaring  70s  rock  at  the  same  ear-splitting  level 
as  before.  I  clapped  my  hands  over  my  ears,  expecting  the  worst. 
With  arms  flailing  and  knees  kicking  my  seat,  Andy  screamed. 

"AIN'T  NO  DOUBT  ABOUT  IT,  WE  WERE  DOUBLY  BLESSED!  CUZ 
WE  WERE  BARELY  SEVENTEEN  AND  WE  WERE  BARELY  DRESSED!" 
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He  found  Meat  Loaf's  "Paradise  by  the  Dashboard  Light."  God, 
it  was  like  being  in  the  car  with  Dad. 

Horrified,  I  winced  in  pain  and  turned  toward  Sarah.  She  must 
have  had  the  same  thought,  as  she  started  to  reach  for  her  CD 
case  in  the  center  console.  I  grabbed  it  first. 

"You  watch  the  road.  I'll  take  care  of  this." 

She  thanked  me,  and  I  soon  found  the  perfect  piece  for 
tonight.  I  went  to  insert  a  Smashing  Pumpkins  mix  (my  last 
birthday  gift  to  her),  but  she  must  have  thought  I  was  handing  it 
to  her.  Our  hands  touched  -  two  insignificant  fingers  -  as  we  both 
slid  in  the  CD.  A  simple  gesture  that  would  be  forgotten  on  any 
other  night,  but  for  some  reason  now  it  gave  us  pause.  I  looked 
up,  and  our  eyes  met.  We  must  have  had  the  same  thought,  and 
now  we  knew  that  we  were  thinking  the  same  thing.  Oh  God!  Our 
hands  dropped  as  quickly  as  they  touched.  Mere  milliseconds,  but 
in  the  clock  of  the  heart  it  was  an  eternity.  Silently,  I'm  sure  we 
even  jinxed  each  other  on  the  Culture  Club  reference. 

Billy  Corgan  started  to  whine  through  "1979."  I  leaned  back  out 
the  window,  tasting  the  smoky  fall  air  and  absorbing  the  tune. 

No  apologies  ever  need  be  made.  I  know  you  better  than  you  fake 
it. 

Even  Billy  saw  "Loser"  on  my  forehead. 

■k  -k  -k 

Sarah  turned  off  the  headlights  as  we  cruised  to  a  stop  behind 
Berry  Hill,  near  Dreamland.  I  stepped  out  of  the  car,  but  Andy  and 
Sarah  looked  like  they  stepped  out  of  a  Metal  Gear  video  game. 
Andy  complemented  the  darkness  of  Sarah's  getup,  complete  with 
wraparound  Oakleys  and  a  length  of  rope.  Apparently,  we  were  we 
rescuing  a  spy  behind  enemy  lines.  I  walked  up  to  them  as  Andy 
was  hefting  the  overstuffed  blanket  out  of  the  trunk. 

"You  got  any  shoe  polish  in  there,  you  know,  for  our  faces?" 

"We're  just  -  oof  -  prepared,  ok?"  Andy  responded,  slinging 
the  blanket  over  his  back  and  heading  up  the  hill.  I  heard  a 
distinctive  slosh  in  the  load.  Sarah  and  I  then  hustled  up  the  steep 
slope. 

At  the  crest,  we  surveyed  the  darkened  landscape  for  perhaps 
the  last  time.  I  could  see  the  Jolly  Roger  pirate  ship  ride  draped 
in  a  purple  tarp  like  a  priest's  coffin.  The  Bump  'Em  bumper  cars 
were  corralled  into  a  pen  -  cattle  ready  for  slaughter.  And  then 
there  she  was,  waiting  for  us  like  a  maiden  in  a  tower.  A  collective 
breath  caught  in  our  throats,  and  we  all  seemed  to  take  her  in  at 
the  same  time.  The  Valhalla. 
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At  ninety-nine  feet  high,  the  Valhalla's  initial  drop  wasn't  much 
to  brag  about.  It  was  the  rest  of  the  ride  that  whipped  your  ass. 

The  worst  part  was  "Loki's  Vortex"  (Loki  was  the  Norse  god  of 
mischief,  a.k.a.  Andy's  biological  father),  the  aforementioned 
corkscrew.  After  I  first  rode  the  Valhalla  at  nine  years  old,  my 
inverted  stomach  and  rubbery  knees  revealed  how  heaven  felt: 
absolutely  terrifying,  but  so  beautiful  to  behold,  you  never  wanted 
to  leave.  Standing  on  Berry  Hill  seven  years  later,  I  wept  for  my 
lost  faith.  I  reached  up  to  wipe  away  a  tear  that  wasn't  there. 
Metaphorically  wept. 

Andy  raced  down  the  hill,  beating  us  to  the  fence.  He  dropped 
the  blanket  to  the  ground,  extracting  a  loaded  backpack  and 
throwing  the  dirty  cloth  over  the  barbed  wire.  We  hurled  the 
barrier,  blazing  a  trail  towards  the  beast.  Hopped  a  turnstile, 
weaved  through  a  few  snake  lines,  and  we  landed  undetected  at 
the  loading  platform.  There,  a  single  white  train  waited  like  an 
eager  steed  swaying  in  his  stall. 

A  man  on  a  mission,  Andy  was  at  the  control  console,  flipping 
switches  and  turning  dials.  Sarah  asked,  "Do  you  know  what 
you're  doing?" 

"Matt  Garrett  worked  here  last  summer.  I  talked  to  him  a  half 
hour  before  I  called  you  two."  Andy's  face  gleamed  like  a  mad  elf. 
The  interior  track  lights  buzzed  on,  and  we  took  our  places  at  the 
front  of  the  train. 

"Hold  it  guys,  we  need  to  take  turns.  Somebody  has  to  man 
the  controls  during  the  ride."  Andy  turned  to  me,  saying,  "Shawn 
Penn,  let  me  show  you  the  controls.  No  way  am  I  sitting  out  on 
the  first  ride."  I  threw  my  hands  up  and  walked  over  to  the  board. 

"Fine,  save  the  best  for  last." 

Sarah  piped  in:  "Vanessa  Williams!"  I  nearly  choked  in 
embarrassment. 

"Unintentional!" 

Andy  showed  me  the  controls,  and  once  he  was  comfortable 
leaving  his  life  in  my  hands,  he  hopped  into  the  front  car,  patting 
the  side  seat.  Sarah  rolled  her  eyes  and  promptly  took  the  second 
row. 

"Suit  yourself,  baby." 

"Don't  you  dare  throw  up  back  here  or  I  will  donkey-punch 
you." 

I  pushed  the  GO  button  and  with  a  labored  groan  of  rusted 
metal  and  crackling  timber,  the  old  girl  shoved  off.  Before  I  knew 
it,  they  were  back,  hair  blown  in  all  directions  and  cold  tear  streaks 
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streaming  away  from  the  corners  of  their  eyes. 

"Andy,  why  the  hell  did  you  wear  a  windbreaker?" 

Sarah  apparently  did  not  have  a  good  ride.  "The  damn  thing 
blew  up  like  a  parachute  down  the  first  drop  and  blocked  out 
everything,"  she  said,  punching  Andy  hard  in  the  shoulder  for 
emphasis,  adding:  "Thanks,  ass." 

I  jumped  in  the  front  car,  and  Sarah  joined  me.  She  answered 
my  confused  look. 

"What?  He  ruined  my  ride.  I  want  another  turn." 

I  hoped  it  was  cold  enough  to  hide  my  sudden  blush.  Why 
are  you  blushing,  I  thought.  Get  a  grip!  I  acted  casual  while  Sarah 
leaned  against  the  left  side  of  the  car.  I  wondered  what  she  was 
thinking,  but  I  didn't  want  to  risk  looking  at  her  and  break  my 
poker  face.  Soon  the  train  pulled  out  of  the  station,  my  random 
thoughts  bouncing  uncontrollably  in  the  car  behind  us. 

Click-clack-click-clack,  rink-tink-tink-tink-tink,  sounded  the  lift 
chain  as  we  climbed.  I  took  in  everything  I  could  from  Valhalla's 
peak.  I  would  never  actually  be  here  again.  It  would  not  exist  after 
tonight.  I  turned  to  Sarah,  who  said  nothing  as  we  ascended. 

Her  presence  distracted  me  from  any  further  thoughts  about  the 
park.  She,  not  Dreamland,  was  my  last  thought  before  the  train 
plummeted  down  the  hill. 

I  swallowed  a  thick  gulp  of  cold  air  as  we  shot  down  the  track 
and  up  the  first  hill.  Hands  high,  we  flew  over  the  top,  coasting 
gently  down  through  the  first  embankment  and  picking  up  speed 
as  the  train  turned  nearly  90  degrees  on  its  right  side.  Sarah's 
small  frame  slammed  into  mine,  pinning  my  left  arm.  I  struggled 
to  free  it,  eventually  placing  my  arm  over  her  seatback.  She  shifted 
closer  to  me,  her  soft  face  nuzzling  my  shoulder.  Wow,  no  way. 
Then  came  the  Vortex.  The  train  dive-bombed  at  speeds  I  didn't 
think  possible  for  two  riders.  My  eyes  closed  tight  against  the 
biting  wind  as  my  hands  instinctively  flew  down  to  the  handlebars 
and  held  there  in  a  white-knuckle  grip.  As  we  descended  into  the 
black  inferno,  I  swore  I  heard  Ozzy  Osbourne's  maniacal  laughter 
pounding  my  eardrums:  "Satan  laughing  spreads  his  wings!"  A 
girlish  scream  erupted  before  the  last  of  three  bunny  hills.  Please 
God,  I  hope  that  wasn't  me.  Reluctantly,  I  removed  my  arm  from 
around  Sarah's  shoulder,  and  our  mutual  friend  trotted  one  final 
time  into  the  station. 

With  Andy  lagging  behind,  Sarah  and  I  took  one  final  walk 
through  the  park.  We  hopped  the  fence  in  silence,  Sarah  reaching 
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the  top  of  the  hill  first.  When  I  turned  back  for  one  last  glance, 

I  saw  Andy  near  the  base  of  the  hill,  a  dim  light  sparking  from 
his  hands.  He  then  bolted  away,  nearly  running  into  me  as  I  saw 
a  thin  snake  of  flame  shooting  angrily  back  into  the  park  like 
an  animated  dynamite  fuse  from  Rocky  and  Bullwinkle.  Within 
minutes,  the  Valhalla  was  ablaze,  bathed  in  a  glorious  orange- 
amber  glow. 

"What  the  hell  did  you  do?"  I  yelled  at  Andy  as  he  scrambled 
back  up  the  hill. 

"I  couldn't  let  the  old  girl  just  sit  and  rot,"  he  panted.  "She 
earned  a  true  funeral,  and  we  owed  it  to  her." 

I  couldn't  decide  if  I  was  more  furious  or  terrified.  I  wanted  to 
shake  the  hell  out  of  Andy  and  knock  some  sense  into  the  kid, 
but  I  couldn't.  I  saw  the  fire  dancing  in  his  eyes,  the  misguided 
righteousness  reflected  from  his  heart,  and  my  anger  abated.  So 
this  was  why  he  came  tonight.  Not  to  glue  together  the  fragments 
of  some  forgotten  memories  like  me,  or  to  look  really,  really  hot 
in  black  like  Sarah.  No,  he  just  burned  down  the  son-of-a-bitch. 
Andy  -  stupid,  spastic,  delinquent  Andy  -  gave  the  only  gift  he 
could:  The  first  pure  and  noble  "Mackenzie."  I  finally  was  able 
to  cry.  I  could  have  had  another  ride,  or  at  least  stolen  a  cotton 
candy  machine. 

"We  didn't  know  the  Valhalla  meant  that  much  to  you,"  Sarah 
said,  "I  guess  I  didn't  see  how  much  it  actually  meant  to  all  of  us." 
Sudden  tears  welled  up  in  her  eyes.  "We  were  just..."  She  looked 
back  at  me  for  the  appropriate  term. 

I  shrugged  -  absolutely  no  help. 

Andy  stood  proudly,  blowing  his  nose  on  a  kerosene-soaked 
sleeve.  Sarah  and  I  stood  near,  our  hands  dangling  dangerously 
close.  Unconsciously,  I  reached  out  to  her,  my  weary  heart 
struggling,  yearning  to  burst  at  the  seams  with  joy  and  pain  and 
fear  and  love.  That,  and  I  thought  it  was  a  pretty  smooth  move. 
Sarah  returned  the  gesture.  Suddenly,  I  felt  hot,  and  my  skin 
crackled,  that  kind  of  prickling  itch  you  get  just  before  you  start 
sweating  on  a  dry  dusty  day.  I  turned  towards  her,  and  with  only 
sheepish  smiles  flashing  in  the  dying  light,  we  kissed. 

The  great  hill  of  Valhalla  groaned  and  collapsed  with  a 
deafening  roar.  Soon,  her  ashes  drifted  in  our  direction,  creating  a 
bizarre  snowfall  on  this  cool  October  night. 

My  lips  reluctantly  pulled  away,  and  I  opened  one  eye.  I 
anticipated  a  "9"  on  the  Awkward  Scale.  Her  soft  brown  eyes 
sparkled,  and  her  thin  lips  pursed  in  a  shy,  uncertain  smile. 
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Perhaps  only  a  "5?" 

"Uh,  guys?" 

Andy's  uncertain  tone  broke  my  reverie.  I  feared  our  stolen 
moment  did  not  slip  by  unnoticed.  Sarah  and  I  turned  at  the  same 
moment,  our  brains  fumbling  for  some  plausible  explanation  for 
the  shocking  lip-lock.  But  Andy  wasn't  paying  any  attention  to  us. 
He  was  a  grey  blur  behind  us  now,  running  towards  the  car  and 
away  from  the  flashing  red-and-blue  lights  rapidly  approaching 
below  us. 

Back  at  the  car,  Sarah  gunned  the  little  Civic  towards  home, 
and  we  escaped  the  scene  of  the  crime.  Andy  collapsed  onto  his 
back,  happily  chomping  on  the  last  Roll-up.  I  hope  they  have 
those  in  prison.  Sarah  turned  towards  me,  the  calm  blue  glow  of 
the  dashboard  illuminating  a  hint  of  concern  in  her  beautiful  eyes. 
She  was  probably  thinking  the  same  thing  I  was  -  what  tomorrow 
would  bring.  A  local  landmark  was  destroyed,  Andy  could  be 
headed  for  a  stint  in  juvie,  and  we  would  have  to  talk  about  what 
happened  between  us  tonight.  But  I  gave  Sarah  my  warmest 
smile,  and  she  returned  it  before  looking  back  at  the  road.  The 
radio  clock  read  11:56  pm.  There  was  plenty  of  time  before 
tomorrow.  The  next  Pumpkins  song  started;  it  was  "Perfect." 


Reflecting 

Cathy  Stygar 
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The  Core  of  Cherries 

Aaron  Wiley 


Each  thought  grows 
like  sun-burnt  yellow  wheat, 
and  each  stalk  bends  their  neck 
exposing  raspberry  arteries 
(in  costume  of  course) 
to  a  naked-toothed  scythe, 
asking,  "What  if, 

We  were  born  of  cherry  cores?" 


Collage 

Sara  Schwartz 


Sunshine  Birds 

Chris  Salgado 

The  birds  torpedo  through  the  air. 
Endless  flight  is  their  activity. 

With  no  worry  of  their  surroundings, 
they  swim  in  the  ocean  of  sky. 

Endless  flight  is  their  activity. 

Flap  and  flap,  the  wings  are  lifting. 
They  swim  in  the  ocean  of  sky, 
forever  embodied  in  the  light. 


Flap  and  flap,  the  wings  are  lifting. 
Strong  emotions  in  their  pattern. 
Forever  embodied  in  the  light, 
making  the  motions  of  serenity. 


Strong  emotions  in  their  pattern, 
the  birds  torpedo  through  the  air. 
Making  the  motions  of  serenity, 
with  no  worry  of  their  surroundings. 


Sara  Schwartz 
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Air  Temple 

Sara  Schwartz 


lady  death  sonnet  of  purple  lullaby 

brian  michael  james  smallwood 

be  it  true  in  the  mind 
for  in  each  arm,  love 
&  to  him  this  most  [un]kind 
from  the  heavens  up  above 
but  let  us  make  it  clear 
&  remembered  very  well 
for  in  the  words  you  hear 
the  gentle  sound  of  hell 
w/  suffocating  bells  ringing 
&  shadows  cloaked  w/  rain 
you  can  hear  the  women  singing 
their  endless  songs  of  pain 

plunging  purple  lullabies  in  rising  agony 
tormenting  your  godless  nights  in  broken  ecstasy 
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Angel 

Stacy  Razo 


A  perfect  girl  that  god  has  created  for  the  world. ..an  angel. 

He  has  trusted  her  to  be  a  member  of  his  army. 

To  guide  and  protect  the  millions  of  his  children  from  every  angle. 
She  should  be  proud. 

But  god  has  damned  her  with  a  curse. 

A  curse  to  give  up  her  individuality  and  only  follow  his  beliefs. 

His  teachings  are  the  only  ones  meant  to  be  learned. 

His  words  are  the  only  ones  worthy  to  be  heard. 

She's  chained-bound  to  his  every  move  and  command  he  gives  her. 

Designed  to  follow  every  plea, 
to  be  told  to  look  at  every  hand, 
looking  for  a  way  out  and  guide  them. 

To  always  be  right  to  never  think  twice  about  what  he  has  told  her. 

She's  given  wings  that  label  her  as  perfection. 

To  have  to  go  through  inspections 

to  make  sure  she  resembles  the  reflection  of  who  she  is  mirroring. 
She's  a  girl  chained  down  by  this  image  she  is  not  ready  to  hold. 

But  once  again  she  remembers  what  she  was  told. 

"A  perfect  girl  that  god  has  created  for  the  world.,  an  Angel." 
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Beggars 

Larissa  Pena 

Take  this  as  my  last  request 

Keep  your  heart  cold  and  hold  your  tongue 

Hide  the  truth  beneath  your  skin 

For  their  souls  are  too  dark  to  break. 

We  paid  the  price  but  who's  there  to  notice 

Our  hearts  are  cold  but  theirs  are  burdened. 

Beneath  the  sun  we  hide 

To  suffer  their  great  pain 

Greedy  hands  and  pirate  faces 

Are  what  they  have  become. 

Take  this  as  my  last  request 
Bring  dark  eyes  to  life  because 
Our  curse  is  nothing  but  a  gift 
Hidden  by  our  unscarred  wrists. 


Darth  Vador  Typography 

Nicole  Garriott 


29 


Betrayal 

Anonymous 

Two  prisoners  confined; 
a  cage  self-made. 

The  first  points, 

Confess, 

we  both  know  it  was  you. 

Never  the  mind,  we  befit 
says  the  conceit  of  number  two. 

Two  strokes  his  chest  on  a  mark  ever  clear 
Confess,  he  says, 
and  surrender  in  here. 

Number  one  blinks  a  burning  stare, 

I  always  resided 
but  you  were  never  there 
Two  glares  aglow 
and  tweets  a  sour  tune 
Leaving  One  to  his  home 
Of  dismal  and  ruin. 


Left  Over  Love 

Linda  Steger 
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The  thief  of  souls 

Emily  Hansen 

When  the  weak  fall  prey  to  liquid  band  aids 

Vintage  scrapes  will  dissipate  as  the  sword  finds  fresh  flesh 

Carving  out  emotional  holes, 

Lemon  sorbet  scooped  heart. 

Sweet  sugar  touching  lips  -- 
Poisoning  truth  with  free  flying  words 
Tornado  of  letters  spiraling  hatefully 
Beer  stench,  hopeless  "heroes", 

Abandoned  bottles,  the  bruised  n 
The  abused  a  like  // 

Picked  up  -  twisted  -  turned 

Set  down  in  their  same  world 

Snap  shots  of  lonely  skin,  always,  frozen 

North  and  south,  contriving  to  be  more 

Parting,  but  apart  --  together  in  the  land 

Of  self  medication 

Our  wounds  will  gape  in  unison 

A  shot  for  one 

"bang" 

Celebrating,  streamers  and  confetti 
"bang" 

Cool  metal  -  hot  skin 

Parting  the  apart  in  a  sudden  slash 

"bang"  bang  bang  bang 

It  may  not  be  the  same 

Such  a  bloody  change 
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Wally  Werewolf  Feet 

Kurt  Zitzke 

The  nicest  guy  you  could  possibly  meet, 

Is  one  from  whom  you'd  quickly  retreat. 

When  the  moon  is  fully  unsheathed 
His  heels  will  grow  hairy, 

And  his  toes  will  sprout  teeth! 

Waooo!  It's  Wally  Werewolf  Feet! 

He  leaves  puddles  of  drool  with  each  step  down  the  street, 
He's  drug  along  for  the  zany  killing  spree! 

It's  hard  not  to  feel  awful,  he  does  really... 

But  there's  nothing  he  can  do  except  for  say  "I'm  sorry!" 

Poor  Wally's  ankles  become  chew  toys, 

The  same  goes  for  cats,  old  ladies,  and  young  boys! 

His  new  shoes,  he's  sure  to  lose! 

When  the  moon  goes  full,  his  feet  go  "Waoo!" 

Waooo!  It's  Wally  Werewolf  Feet! 

He  leaves  puddles  of  drool  with  each  step  down  the  street, 
He's  drug  along  for  the  zany  killing  spree! 

It's  hard  not  to  feel  awful,  he  does  really... 

But  there's  nothing  he  can  do  except  for  say  "I'm  sorry!" 

Wally's  head  says:  "Stop,  he's  dead!" 

But  Wally's  feet  say:  "Eat,  eat,  eat!" 
Waooooooooooooooooooooooooo! 

It's  Wally  Werewolf  Feet! 
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Lover's  Woe 

Samuel  Bull 


Something  sweet  to  hold,  mold 
and  be  told  I'm  amazing  from, 
true  words  of  my  brutish  strength 
and  clever  intelligence. 

Warmth  to  guide  my  dreams  home  every  night, 
a  voice  to  drive  me  by  day. 

A  wit  to  keep  me  awake  in  the  long  hours  I  must  wait, 

silence  so  we  are  not  found  and 

tried  as  we  escape  the  world's  begrudging  looks 

and  nasty  hooks, 

let  me  see  clearly 

the  face  that  awaits  me. 


Opaque  Ambiguity 

Cathy  Stygar 
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Bathtub 

Aaron  Wiley 

Silver  salad 

worming  into  hills  of  molten  silk- 
disperses  less  than  it  falls. 

Bathtubs  are  edgy  mallets; 

the  clergy  of  disfigured  vodka  reminds  us  of  that. 

It  wasn't  me  that  almost  poked  the  water, 
nose  first,  placing  radar  to  the  surface, 
like  it's  some  gentle  glass: 
spider-blood  vibrations. 

It  wasn't  me. 

Faint  smells  of  a  polished  (pre-frontal)  cortex 
stagger  ever  so, 

as  if  splotches  of  glue  were  approaching 
on  a  ladder  of  molecules: 

DNA  isn't  a  balloon. 

My  baby's  made  of  lemon, 
with  its  larger  than  life, 
catch  of  the  nose, 

(fully  alive) 

unlike  the  empty  I  bathe  in. 

Soured  in  rags,  and  consuming 
edible  madness, 
may  outline  the  feet  of  feet 
where  lemons  may  bathe  later, 
washing  away  their  pungent  presence: 
the  only  indication  of  life. 

As  my  dress  pools  on  the  floor 
like  lemon  peels,  I  replace  it  with 
protective  waters.  Tied 
around  my  body, 
are  ribbons  of  it. 
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(It  isn't  submersion  that  muffles  chatter;) 
always  ribbons;  always  brushing  against  my  breasts. 
Nor  is  it  stagnant  adults 
who  share  my  ammunition. 

It's  bathing 
I'm  mistaken  for, 

as  I,  like  human,  walk  out  the  door. 

I  said  it  wasn't  me. 


Drapes 

Sara  Schwartz 


Black  Ice 

Tyler  Martin 

The  flurries  fall, 

Coating  all  with  a  blanket  of  white 
It's  a  lovely  day  for  a  car  crash 

The  snow  men  beam  charcoal  smiles, 

Their  faces  delighted  to  watch, 

It's  a  perfect  place  to  see  a  car  crash 

The  children  play  and  angels  form, 

Reveling  in  the  white-washed  wonderland 
They  wouldn't  expect  a  car  crash,  not  today 

The  roads  are  freshly  Zamboni'd, 

The  ice  like  a  mirror,  reflecting  the  beautiful  carnage 
These  are  ideal  conditions  for  a  car  crash 

"III  b  home  4  dinner" 
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Strain  on  my  Brain 

Jean  Londine  Niderleidner  (aka  Jeannie) 


Im  done  with  you  now 
you  ruined  my  life  now 
you  put  a  strain  on  my  brain 
your  the  monkey  on  my  back 
so  take  a  walk  jack 
dont  try  to  slack 
just  go  and  never  look  back 
Its  a  fact 
dont  look  back 
Id  rather  hacky  sac 
then  be  with  you  jack 
easy  to  buy 
better  than  pie 
its  all  a  lie 

you  put  a  strain  on  my  brain 
I  cant  explain 

you  suck  my  life  out  from  me 
it  not  a  game 
its  a  pain 
to  hide  in  shame 
whos  to  blame 
I  wont  mention  any  names 
its  all  the  same 
my  life  is  plain  now 
just  been  going  down  the  drain  now 
Im  insane  now 
you  put  a  strain  on  my  brain 
your  the  monkey  jack 
go  hacky  sac 
eat  a  pie 
tell  a  lie 

its  your  game  jack 
i  aint  never  looking  back 
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wet  animal  water 

brian  michael  james  smallwood 

these  rare  moments 
seem  arbitrary 

circus-like 

w/ 

wet  animal  water 

can  we  define  ourselves 
as  a  mushrooming  cloud 
bomb 

billowing 

a  painted  pandemic 
in  the  swirl 

of  a  dark  american  night 
ashen 

[&]  at  sunset 


Solitude 

Sarah  Saballa 
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The  Letter 

Beth  Sadler 


On  that  dreary  afternoon, 

She  did  not  see  it  coming. 

Smiling  at  my  month  old  postcard. 
She  heard  the  doorbell  drumming. 

I  marched  the  walk  with  the  General 
And  stood  my  mother's  side. 

He  handed  her  the  gold  sealed  letter 
She  cupped  her  face  and  cried. 

The  General  held  my  mother  closely 
As  she  let  her  warm  tears  fall. 

He  told  her  it  was  an  honor  to 
Engrave  my  name  on  Memorial  Wall. 

I  tried  to  tell  my  mother. 

It  was  going  to  be  alright. 

I  was  just  headed  toward  the  convoy 
When  suddenly,  a  missile  fight. 

I  laid  my  hand  on  mother's  face 
She  looked  up  in  my  direction 
Her  tear  stained  face  was  piercing 
I  caused  her  this  expression 

I  told  my  mother  I'm  truly  sorry 
And  how  much  she  means  to  me 
But  the  Angel  said  to  save  my  breath 
She  could  not  hear  my  plea. 


Walk 

J.  Kotek 


I  woke  one  morning  to  find  my  mother's  ghost  seated  with  her 
back  to  me  at  the  window.  She'd  on  a  blue  dress  and  coat  which 
I'd  admired  very  much  and  looked  quite  comfortable.  Wondering 
what  she  wanted,  I  began  to  sit;  then  she  -  she  my  dead  mother!  - 
she  waved  her  hand  a  bit  and  I  froze,  my  weight  on  my  elbows  and 
head  just  inches  from  the  pillow. 

"Go  back  to  sleep,"  said  the  ghost.  "Can't  you  see?  There's  no 
light  outside." 

I  couldn't  see;  the  curtains  were  down.  But  I  trusted  my  mother 
and  fell  back  into  bed,  closing  my  eyes  and  returning  to  sleep. 
When  I  woke  again,  many  hours  later,  my  mother  hadn't  moved. 
My  head  felt  thick,  my  mouth  sour.  Groggily,  I  sat  up  and  dropped 
my  feet  to  the  floor.  My  mother  twisted  her  head  at  me  and  stared. 

"Good  morning,"  I  said. 

"It's  not  morning  anymore,"  she  replied.  "It's  night."  Then  she 
stood,  her  dress  red  now  and  glimmering.  She  peeled  back  the 
curtain  with  her  hand,  and  I  could  see  that  it  was  just  as  dark 
outside  as  when  I'd  taken  to  bed.  I  lit  the  lamp  at  my  nightstand 
and  rubbed  my  eyes. 

"So  it's  dark  again?"  I  clarified.  "I  slept  all  day?" 

"You  did,"  said  my  mother. 

"And  what  of  Charlie?"  I  asked.  "What  of  work?" 

My  mother  nodded.  "It  will  be  fine." 

"Fine,"  I  repeated  bitterly.  My  mother  ignored  me,  gazing  out 
the  window. 

"A  walk,"  she  said  after  a  moment;  "I'd  like  a  walk  tonight."  She 
looked  at  me.  "Would  you  go  for  a  walk  tonight?"  she  asked. 

I  scowled.  "A  walk  tonight?  It  will  be  cold." 

"Please,"  said  my  mother.  "Just  one  walk."  She  released  the 
curtain  so  that  it  swung  into  place  and  stepped  towards  me.  I 
shook  my  head. 

"I'll  have  to  get  dressed  first,"  I  said,  and  I  rose  for  the  closet. 

"Wear  what  you  had  on  at  Marla's  Easter,"  she  suggested. 

"I'll  wear  what  I  want!"  I  called. 

I  slammed  the  closet  door  and  got  dressed  quickly;  however, 
once  dressed,  I  hesitated.  I  had  my  hand  on  the  doorknob  but  felt 
no  desire  to  move  it.  So  I  released  it,  breathed. 

"Are  you  about  ready?"  my  mother  asked. 
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"Yes,"  I  replied.  "Almost" 

"What  are  you  wearing?" 

"My  favorite  sweatshirt,"  I  answered.  "You  know  the  one.  And 
shoes  -  I'll  need  a  nice  pair  of  shoes,  if  we're  to  be  mucking  about." 
I  covered  my  mouth  with  my  hand. 

"And  what  are  you  doing  now?"  my  mother  asked. 

Here  I  lifted  the  hand.  "Changing  my  pants,"  I  said. 

"With  your  shoes  on?" 

"Yes,  yes!"  I  covered  my  mouth  a  second  time  and  turned  away 
from  the  door,  but  my  mother  was  standing  behind  me.  I  startled  - 
recovered.  "Get  out  of  my  closet,  Mom,"  I  said. 

My  mother  just  frowned. 

"I've  changed  my  mind,"  I  said.  "I'm  wearing  these  pants 
outside." 

I  allowed  her  to  leave  the  closet  first  and  followed  her 
downstairs,  into  the  living  room  where  Charlie  lay  sprawled  on  the 
couch  in  deep  sleep.  The  TV  was  still  on  and  I  made  sure  to  switch 
it  off;  my  mother  waited  at  the  sliding  doors.  I  joined  her  shortly. 

"You  could  have  gone,"  I  told  her. 

"I  couldn't  without  you,"  she  replied. 

I  grasped  the  handle  and  pulled  it.  The  door  slid  noisily,  the 
responding  turnover  of  warm  and  cool  air  bringing  my  hair  on 
end. 

"It's  cold,"  I  observed. 

"I'm  cold,  too,"  said  my  mother,  as  if  admitting  she  also  felt  this 
discomfort  would  somehow  convince  me  to  go  with  her. 

"A  quick  walk,"  I  said. 

"Very  quick,"  she  agreed. 

I  flicked  on  the  patio  light  and  we  exited  the  house.  Though 
I'd  some  sense  of  the  stars,  the  sky  was  cloudy  and  I'd  no  way  of 
telling  how  late  it  was.  My  mother  walked  briskly;  she  was  in  the 
grass  before  I'd  left  the  paved  stone;  she  was  at  the  garden  before 
I'd  passed  the  shed.  I  finally  caught  up  to  her  at  the  edge  of  the 
property,  my  mother  having  stopped. 

"I  can't  see  a  thing,"  I  informed  her  as  I  approached. 

"This  is  night,"  she  said  plainly;  then  she  pointed  into  the 
property  beyond,  the  woods  in  which  I'd  often  played  as  a 
child.  "We  will  cross,"  she  said.  I  couldn't  tell  if  this  was  meant  a 
statement  or  a  question. 

"That's  not  our  land,"  I  explained. 

"You  never  cared,"  said  my  mother.  "Remember  the  lake?" 

"Yes,"  I  said. 
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"And  the  island?" 

"Yes..." 

"Remember  when  you  and  your  brother  ran  away?"  asked  my 
mother.  "You  two  packed  some  food  and  some  blankets;  you  took 
a  boat  to  the  island  and  were  there  for  a  whole  night  before  the 
police  found  you." 

I  nodded  gently.  "That  was  a  long  time  ago." 

"Will  you  take  me  there?" 

"What?  To  the  island?"  I  looked  at  her. 

"To  the  island,"  she  said. 

"That's  not  a  quick  walk." 

"It  will  seem  quick,  afterwards." 

I  sighed.  "Go,"  I  said.  "Go."  She  slipped  through  a  break  in  the 
rotten  picket  fence;  I  squeezed  in  barely,  scraping  my  hands  and 
legs  on  the  wood.  Looking  down,  I  saw  two  smashed  and  half- 
buried  cans  of  the  beer  on  the  other  side.  "Charlie,"  I  muttered, 
stepping  over  them. 

"Come,"  said  my  mother,  wavering  in  the  trees. 

"I'm  coming,"  I  almost  shouted;  I  was  angry,  but  not  with  her. 

"It's  just  a  quick  walk,"  said  my  mother  defensively. 

"I  know,"  I  said,  more  softly  now.  "I  know." 

We  entered  the  woods.  The  path  we  took,  I  remembered;  and, 
by  the  state  of  it  -  the  beaten  dirt  and  broken  shrubs  - 1  realized 
I  was  not  alone  in  my  knowledge.  I  thought  of  Charlie  telling 
me  earnestly  how  he'd  gotten  poison  ivy  at  soccer  practice  or  a 
friend's  house.  I  did  not  blame  him  necessarily,  having  lied  of  the 
same  in  my  own  day,  but  I  felt  like  a  fool. 

"You're  slow,"  my  mother  commented. 

"You're  moving  too  fast,"  I  replied. 

"Is  this  the  way?"  she  asked. 

"Keep  to  this  path,"  I  said.  "When  it  splits,  go  left." 

The  mosquitoes  here  were  terrible.  I  slapped  them  off  my  arms 
and  face,  but  my  legs  were  left  undefended  against  their  nasty 
appetites.  My  mother  turned  left. 

"This  takes  you  straight  to  the  lake,"  I  told  her;  then  I  added  as 
the  thouqht  struck  me,  "What  if  the  boat's  not  there?  What  will  we 
do?" 

"We  will  do  what  we  must,"  said  my  mother. 

Eventually  the  woods  cleared,  and  we  could  see  the  lake  ahead. 
Hidden  along  the  path  in  the  bushes  was  a  rowboat,  which  I 
dragged  laboriously  across  the  earth  to  the  water. 

"Are  you  happy?"  I  demanded,  exhausted;  my  mother  stepped 
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daintily  into  the  boat  and  sat.  I  pushed  it  into  the  lake  until  it 
began  to  float,  then  I  clambered  inside. 

We  drifted  a  moment,  listening  to  the  frogs  and  bugs.  "Is  this 
the  same  boat?"  I  asked,  gripping  the  oars. 

"I  don't  know,"  my  mother  shrugged.  "Only  you  kids  knew  it." 

The  water  was  still,  and  I  did  not  have  much  difficultly 
maneuvering  the  boat.  I  was  surprised,  in  fact,  at  how  easy  it  was. 
The  closer  we  came  to  the  island,  the  faster  I  rowed,  until  we  hit 
the  beach  with  great  bump. 

"You've  never  been  here?"  I  asked,  finding  it  hard  to  believe.  "As 
long  as  you've  lived  here?" 

"Never,"  said  my  mother.  We  left  the  boat.  I  pulled  it  out  of  the 
water;  my  mother  roamed  onto  the  island,  her  expression  one  of 
wonder. 

"Look  at  this,"  she  said.  "Look  at  it." 

"It's  some  place,"  I  replied,  walking  to  her.  My  mother  looked  at 
me. 

"You  can  go  back  now,"  she  told  me;  I  stopped  and  frowned. 

"But  I  brought  you  all  the  way  here,"  I  said. 

"You  did  what  I  asked,"  said  my  mother,  "and  I  thank  you. ..but  - 
but  now,  it's  time  for  you  to  go  back.  Leave  me  here." 

"No,"  I  said.  "I  didn't  come  here  to  leave  you." 

"Did  you?"  she  asked.  "Did  you  now?" 

I  shook  my  head,  annoyed.  "Stay  if  you  want." 

"You'll  forget  me,"  my  mother  said.  "You'll  forget  me  when  I'm 
gone." 

"I  won't,"  I  said.  "How  could  I?" 

"You  will  visit  me  then?"  she  said. 

"Yes,"  I  promised.  "I'll  visit  you." 

She  smiled  at  me.  "Then  it's  time  for  you  to  go,"  she  affirmed. 
She  turned  away  from  me  and  started  into  the  brush  of  the  island. 

"Mom!"  I  called,  but  she  didn't  respond.  It  was  getting  light;  I 
could  see  it,  the  clouds  breaking  up.  I  waited  a  minute  more  before 
returning  to  the  boat  Hastily,  I  made  my  way  home. 

My  clothes  were  torn  and  muddy,  my  legs  raw.  I  passed  Charlie 
on  the  couch  and  went  straight  to  the  shower;  then,  wrapped  in 
a  towel,  I  returned  to  my  room  and  stood  at  the  window,  drawing 
the  curtain  with  my  hand  and  watching  the  sun  rise  over  the 
treetops.  Looking  back  I  realized  my  mother  was  right  -  it  had 
gone  too  quickly. 
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AFTER  noon 

linda-joanne  S. 


The  curtains  blow  about  like  a  red-haired  girl's 
ponytail  on  a  windy  summer's  day. 

I  sit  as  if  I  have  no  bones, 
no  blood,  just  a  sheet  over  my  voice. 

The  world  is  spinning  and  I've  stepped  off 
the  merry-go-round. 

Here.  How  many  steps  up  does  heaven  start? 

Here.  My  To-do  Lists  nestle  individually. 

Here.  All  I  do  is  take  snapshots  like  the  girl 
with  the  wind  in  her  hair. 


A  Phrase 

Sara  Schwartz 
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The  Dove  Inside  My  Room 

Dan  Kloc 

I  lay  alone  in  my  room, 

Waiting  for  the  end. 

Waiting  for  Him  to  come, 

To  take  me  around  the  bend. 

I  expected  to  see  the  Reaper, 

To  take  me  to  the  gloom. 

Yet  instead  I  saw  a  dove, 

Flying  around  the  room. 

I  watched  it  and  wished  that, 

It  would  go  back  from  whence  it  came. 
And  got  up  to  try  to  scare  it, 

Until  it  spoke  my  name. 

But  where  was  the  Raven? 

The  Reaper?  The  Fire?  The  Doom? 

And  then  I  realized  it's  all  the  same, 

As  the  dove  inside  my  room. 


Tiger  Drawing 

Lauren  Dundek 


Flesh  Handlers 

Aaron  Wiley 


I 

The  spiral  of  the  nurse-house 

is  an  armadillo  of  sorts,  in  laced  girdle  - 

in  a  state  of  free  paralysis. 

I've  been  tugged  to  these  apron-dressed  doors 
of  this  unorthodox  hotel.  Don't  touch  my  flesh; 
only  your  baby  feet  were  barefoot,  is  why  you're  unqualified. 

Their  feet  are  no  longer  useless, 
nothing  jiggling  in  stride,  but  their  hair. 

It  was  my  scent  that  alerted  those  cloaked  nudists. 

Under  their  touch,  I  become  a  boy 

drowning  in  morphine, 

and  my  clarity  falls  as  concrete  snowflakes. 

One  single  bed  is  my  boarding  lump. 

One  ticket  to  further  saturated  veins. 

You  can  touch  my  belly,  but  nothing  else,  ladies. 

II 

The  lamplight's  steam  reveals 

more  than  it  is  able  to  bury, 

such  as  the  thoughts  radiating  from  Dr.  Bell's  face, 

and  the  numbers'  huge  personalities  on  the  ECG, 

(revealing  what  the  fibers  of  my  heart  believe,) 
intended  to  be  the  witnesses 

of  my  stay  or  of  my  leave: 

if  they  have  the  privilege  to  break  my  stretcher. 
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But  the  cobra's  done  me  in. 


Throat  to  toe, 
a  scarf  of  pressure 

leaves  no  room  for  two  things  to  break. 

Adventurous  fingers  tell  another  story 

from  the  nurses'  concerning  eyes; 

they  tell  me  they're  needles,  stitching  me  together. 

Ill 

Those  heavy,  heavy  capsules 
grudgingly  fall,  like  sagging  air, 
full  of  lively  oxygen. 

Funneling  to  the  tips  of  my  lips, 

I  breathe  the  room  stagnate, 
who's  calling  itself  ash. 

I,  a  gluttonous  participant, 
at  the  center, 

administer  the  replacement  of  one  house  to  another. 

The  armor  of  the  walls,  shed. 

The  women  in  white  disperse  as  vapor. 

And  the  machines  tip-toe  out  of  sight. 

Water  on  the  tray  is  now  medicine  on  my  nightstand. 
I  can't  have  moved  if  I'm  still  in  bed, 

I  merely  removed  all  else. 
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A  Dream  Lost  a  World  Away 

Lucas  Chisausky 


1. 

It  was  a  wonderful  night  to  be  on  a  boat  on  the  Planet  Pax.  The  clear 
ocean  water  calm,  there  were  two  full  moons,  they  shone  with  a  serene 
blue  over  the  clean  water.  The  whole  landscape  had  a  tint  of  light 
blue  about  it.  Benjamin  and  his  guide  Azacarai  laid  at  the  bow  of  the 
boat,  their  feet  hanging  off  into  the  gentle  breeze.  Azacarai  was  the 
first  alien  they  had  encountered;  he  openly  welcomed  them  unto  his 
planet.  He  had  many  of  the  features  of  a  man:  the  height  of  a  man, 
slightly  longer  arms,  large  hands,  long  hair  like  a  Native  person  may 
have,  but  a  difference  in  skin  tone.  The  people  of  Planet  Pax  seemed  to 
either  be  clean  chalky  white  or  opaque  ebony  black  with  deep  powerful 
eyes.  Azacarai  was  bleach  white,  and  covered  head  to  toe  in  black 
tribal  markings.  He  was  beautiful.  But  what's  most  odd  about  the  alien 
peoples'  appearance  was  in  the  middle  of  their  forehead.  Some  had 
what  looked  like  a  large  eye,  but  was  closed  all  the  time;  others  had  what 
looked  like  a  circular  bulb  that  was  extended  from  a  two  or  three  inch 
drooping  sort  of  wire  that  hung  so  that  the  bulb  was  right  above  their 
own  eye  level. 

Benjamin  and  his  small  group  of  followers  were  the  first  to  escape 
the  bleak  existence  of  Earth  in  2024. 

Earth  had  been  a  vile,  miserable  place  for  many  years,  its  potential 
beauty  destroyed  by  the  very  corrupt  greedy  nature  of  its  ruler,  the 
Homo  Sapien.  Man.  The  ugliest  of  all  creatures:  genocide,  murder,  war, 
deceit,  destruction.  Benjamin  knew  that  the  planet  was  in  a  hopeless 
state  years  ago.  Even  the  last  sacred  cultures  that  had  escaped  from 
industrialization  and  technology  lived  in  the  first  world's  filth.  Vast 
and  untouched  lands  of  Africa  and  other  'uncivilized'  places  became 
Americas  and  all  the  rests  new  landfill.  Giant  portions  of  their  land  were 
seized  for  the  massive  landfills.  Black  smoke  burning  into  the  sky  and 
trash  scattered  for  miles. 

Benjamin  and  his  scraggly  band  were  lucky  to  make  it  to  Planet 
Pax.  The  journey  had  been  over  a  year  long  in  their  ship  powered  by 
anti-matter.  The  ship  was  a  top  secret  experiment  made  privately  for 
a  powerful  corporate  hot  shot  in  the  prophesied  apocalypse  of  2012. 
They  had  discovered  about  the  ship  and  wished  to  see  it.  [  1000  words 
omitted] 

Thoroughly  disgusted  with  way  of  life  on  Earth  after  stealing  the  ship, 
they  left.  No  plans  had  been  made.  Theyjust  picked  up  and  left.  They 
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didn't  care  about  the  possibility  of  being  stuck  in  space.  They  picked  up 
and  left  the  ravaged  planet.  There  was  plenty  of  food  stored  on  the  ship 
to  last  them,  all  sorts  of  synthesized  nutrition  and  processed  gels.  They 
headed  out  on  a  search  for  new  life  and  after  over  a  year,  they  found  it, 
and  what  wonderful  life  it  was. 

2. 

Although  being  an  alien  planet,  Planet  Pax  was  geographically  similar 
to  Earth  (an  ancient  Earth).  Giant  stretches  of  water  and  big  masses  of 
land.  One  could  look  for  stretches  and  see  Mother  Nature's  creation, 
a  beautiful  place,  virgin  land,  untouched  my  men.  No  sky  scrapers  or 
highways,  no  garbage  dumps,  no  taxi  cabs,  no  airplanes,  beautiful, 
natural.  By  America's  standards  it  would  be  considered  an  undeveloped 
land  full  of  savages;  it  was  anything  but  that. 

Benjamin  sat  up  and  looked  at  Azacarai.  His  eyes  were  closed  and  the 
bulb  which  hung  from  the  top  of  his  forehead  was  dimly  glowing  with  a 
luminescent  eerie  green.  Benjamin  watched.  Azacarai  was  gently  singing 
in  his  native  tongue.  It  was  impossible  to  understand  the  words,  or  even 
explain  the  way  that  it  sounded.  Azacarais'  mysterious  voice  brought 
with  it  vivid  pictures  inside  Benjamin's  head.  The  images  were  dreamlike: 
beautiful  scenes  of  nature  from  Planet  Pax,  the  native  peoples  coexisting, 
white  and  black  living  in  perfect  harmony  without  a  thought  of  the 
difference. 

Azacarai  was  able  to  communicate  with  Benjamin  -  almost 
telepathically  it  seemed.  Their  own  languages  were  more  different  than 
Arabic  and  English.  But  it  seemed  that  Azacarai  could  conjure  an  image 
into  the  minds  of  any  of  the  men.  All  they  had  to  do  was  trust  their 
minds  and  be  calm.  Benjamin  and  his  boys  did  not  know  if  they  could 
communicate  back  to  him. 

All  Benjamin  had  to  do  was  close  his  eyes  and  all  the  beauty  of  the 
song  would  play  in  his  mind,  almost  like  a  movie.  Benjamin  was  intrigued 
by  watching  him.  He  would  always  be  fascinated  by  him;  it  seemed 
Azacarai  could  not  feel  the  presence  of  one's  eyes  watching  him. 

Benjamin  finally  yawned  and  walked  to  the  back  of  his  ship  with  his 
sleeping  men  and  joined  them  in  sleep  under  the  stars  (and  moons).  He 
sat  up  for  a  moment  contemplating  the  beauty  of  the  alien  man,  finding 
it  hard  to  believe  everything  was  really  real,  and  then  finally  fell  asleep. 

The  next  morning  they  were  all  awoken  by  the  massive  red  sun.  It 
hung  in  the  sky  three  times  larger  than  the  Earth's  sun  had  ever  looked! 
But  surprisingly,  the  weather  was  very  mild  and  forgiving  on  Planet  Pax. 

"Yo  Benjamin,  what  time  you  finally  leave  that  alien  alone?"  asked 
Brandon.  Brandon  was  a  big  tall  heavy  black  man  with  a  shaved  head 
and  a  scraggly  beard. 
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"I  came  to  bed  an  hour  or  so  after  you  guys.  If  I  interpreted  Azacarai 
correctly,  we  should  be  on  land  in  a  couple  hours  today." 

3. 

*A  FEW  HOURS  LATER* 

They  had  landed  their  boat  on  an  large  looking  isolated  island.  This 
was  the  first  time  the  boys  had  hit  land  since  they  set  off  on  the  alien 
boat.  Azacarai  stepped  on  the  land  and  motioned  them  to  follow;  they 
did.  He  signaled  them  to  wait  where  they  were. 

Azacarai  came  back  shortly  carrying  some  strange  plant-like  objects. 
They  all  recognized  some  kind  of  eggs.  Everything  else  looked  rather 
foreign,  two  big  leaves  that  wrapped  what  looked  to  be  a  strange  sort 
of  fish,  and  a  large  piece  of  fruit  shaped  much  like  a  puffer  fish,  blue,  but 
with  yellow  spots  scattered  randomly  around  it. 

He  put  all  the  food  on  the  long,  deep  red  grass,  and  sat  down  in  a 
meditative  position  and  signaled  us  to  do  likewise.  Benjamin  followed 
curiously,  Brandon  and  Walter  quietly  chuckling  at  him.  He  had  enjoyed 
meditation  on  Earth  and  was  interested  in  the  way  this  peaceful  alien 
may  do  it. 

Azacarai  started  chanting  in  strange  syllables.  Brandon  and  Walter 
stared;  Benjamin  closed  his  own  eyes  in  meditation.  Azacarai's  bulb 
started  to  shine  again,  growing  in  intensity.  The  temperature  started 
rising.  It  was  getting  hotter.  Azacarai's  chanting  penetrated  further 
into  the  consciousness  of  the  men.  They  were  surrounded  by  it,  and 
it  brought  heat.  A  prick  of  sweat  dropped  through  Benjamin's  messy 
brown  hair  and  onto  his  face.  The  chanting  intensified  and  grew 
stronger,  surrounding  the  men  more  completely  until  it  climaxed  and 
then  BAM,  it  stopped!  The  men  opened  their  eyes  and  beheld  fire 
coming  straight  out  of  the  ground!  It  was  awe  inspiring! 

After  cooking  the  food  in  the  strange  fire,  they  ate;  the  food  tasted 
extremely  strange  to  the  men  but  went  down  rather  easily.  Brandon 
complained  that  he  could  go  for  a  good  old  Earth  burger,  made  of  real 
cow  meat. 

Everyone  felt  good  after  eating  the  alien  food,  whole.  The  men  were 
not  use  to  eating  such  natural  food  on  Earth.  In  America,  it  was  almost 
impossible  to  find  food  that  was  not  processed  and  full  of  additives  and 
preservatives.  Benjamin  saw  this  very  much  as  a  symbol  of  the  simplicity 
and  beauty  of  Planet  Pax  as  compared  to  Earths  ugliness. 
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4. 


*ONE  WEEK  LATER* 

The  assimilation  had  begun!  The  men  were  beginning  to  live  like  the 
aliens.  The  three  new  guys  were  welcomed  right  into  the  Planet  Pax's 
society.  Benjamin  was  starting  to  walk  around  almost  naked  like  the 
aliens....  "C'mon  ya  sissies,  we  couldn't  even  make  it  back  to  Earth  if  we 
wanted  to."  Said  Benjamin  trying  to  get  the  other  two  men  to  really  live 
in  the  culture  they  were  in.  Although  Benjamin  was  enjoying  the  wonder 
of  the  newness  they  had  found  the  others  had  both  grown  more  or  less 
close  minded  and  were  resistant  to  change. 

"Shit,  I  agreed  to  escape  that  hell  on  Earth  and  go  on  your  crazy 
mission  but  I  never  said  I  was  gonna  walk  around  naked  with  aliens  in 
the  middle  of  a  jungle." 

"What  about  you  Walter?"  said  Benjamin,  "I  thought  we  came  to 
escape  Earth?  That  society,  America's  police  world,  all  the  destruction?" 

"But  dude—" 

Brandon  cut  in,  "Fag,  quit  being  a  fag.  Trying  to  see  naked  men,  fag, 
fag,  fag!"  Walter  chuckled  but  his  eyes  said  otherwise.  He  was  a  follower. 
Azacarai  was  staring  wide  eyed  at  the  men. 

Benjamin  stormed  off  thinking  silently,  pushing  through  the  giant 
deep  purple  and  bright  red  fern  leaves  and  into  the  unbroken  forest. 

He  walked  on  through  the  exotic  red  grass;  he  could  feel  the  strange 
softness  on  his  bare  legs  from  the  different  colored  ferns  and  tall 
grasses.  He  had  an  innocent  child  like  feeling,  feeling  the  ultra  soft 
ground  with  his  toes,  squirming  them  into  the  dewy  soil.  The  foliage  felt 
very  much  silk-like  to  Benjamin  and  he  stood  absorbing  the  moment, 
the  beautiful  serenity  of  this  strange  nature  and  relieved  his  anxiety  and 
he  felt  truly  happy.  He  watched  the  alien  cats  and  monkeys  of  all  sorts 
jumped  through  the  trees,  all  eating  the  exotic  fruits  and  screeching 
or  sleeping.  And  the  birds,  the  birds  were  the  most  wonderful  to  view. 

He  had  remembered  the  first  day  he  was  on  the  boat  with  Azacarai, 
watching  the  eccentric  flying  creatures.  Birds  with  giant  colored  wings. 
Some  birds  had  long  lizard  like  bodies  and  two  sets  of  wings,  one  big 
and  then  a  smaller  set  being  that.  But  what  enthralled  him  the  most  was 
the  giant  dragon-like  creature.  A  long  neck,  and  a  big  bulky  body,  but 
the  bright  blue  wings  were  the  most  awesome,  they  eclipsed  the  sun  as 
the  creature  flew  over,  like  giant  clouds  getting  in  the  way  of  the  sun  and 
giving  way  to  a  refreshing  breeze. 

Benjamin  sat  down  cross  legged  in  a  clear  spot  of  grass  and  dirt 
and  took  several  deep  breaths  and  began  thinking  deeply.  He  thought 
about  the  alien  race  and  their  beauty,  it  seemed  only  he  had  come  to 
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appreciate  it  out  of  his  friends,  the  others  would  make  wisecracks  about 
the  aliens,  and  remained  rather  ignorant  to  their  culture,  choosing  to 
smoke  a  strange  plant  (that  Azacarai  had  introduced  them  to)  quite 
often. 

Benjamin  wasn't  sure,  but  what  they  found  seemed  to  be  essentially, 
a  utopian  society.  It  came  not  from  the  small  government  they  had 
assembled,  but  flowed  outward  from  every  individual.  It  was  like 
nothing  he  had  ever  seen  before,  he  was  not  sure,  but  he  had  not  seen 
a  negative  emotion  from  the  aliens  since  they  had  landed  on  Planet  Pax. 
Almost  like  they  never  knew  how  to  hate  or  despair  or  anger.  As  far  as 
he  could  tell  there  was  no  greed,  he  hadn't  realized  any  real  classes.  Even 
the  monthly  chief  performed  all  the  same  duties  as  the  others. 

Benjamin  had  no  proof,  but  was  almost  sure  there  was  no  war  on 
Planet  Pax,  but  Brandon  had  been  causing  him  worry.  He  was  bringing 
darkness  and  negativity  into  this  seemingly  perfect  world.  He  would  not 
let  go  of  the  past,  nor  could  he  deal  with  the  present  when  he  was  in  the 
past.  Benjamin  cursed  himself  for  bringing  him  along,  he  had  never  been 
a  positive  thinker  but  he  never  thought  of  any  of  this  when  they  had  left. 

5. 


Benjamin  loved  watching  the  alien  children  and  often  got  Walter  to 
join  him  and  occasionally  Brandon  would  too.  The  alien  children  were 
beautiful  creatures,  their  skin  pure,  still  without  the  white  or  black  tribal 
markings  the  adults  possessed.  The  kids  would  all  play  together  and  go 
out  into  the  forest  and  bring  back  fruit  and  fish  and  many  had  favorite 
spots  that  they  would  sit  and  view.  Benjamin  would  often  sit  with  Walter 
and  tell  him  all  about  things  he  had  read,  but  how  this  place  was  really 
as  close  to  a  utopian  world  as  possible. 

They  would  watch  the  kids  get  along  and  play,  but  so  peacefully  and 
innocently.  (On  Earth  children  were  raised  more  by  television  and  all 
sorts  of  different  screens  more  than  family  and  most  were  violent  little 
wretched  brats.)  Benjamin  was  even  able  to  start  communicating  with 
one  of  the  older  looking  females.  Her  name  was  Teizehria.  She  was  a 
black  alien  and  had  what  looked  like  a  closed  eye  in  the  middle  of  her 
forehead. 

Walter  could  sometimes  hear  fragments  from  some  of  the  aliens,  but 
never  achieved  any  true  conversation  with  any.  Brandon  was  so  to  speak 
'alienated'  from  all  of  them  and  could  not  receive  or  talk.  Brandon's 
mood  was  constantly  dark,  he  had  regretted  coming  with,  longed  to  go 
back,  and  was  always  full  of  anger  and  very  often  alone. 

Teizehria  would  try  to  show  Benjamin  the  history  and  teachings  of  her 
planet,  but  Benjamin  mostly  thought  about  Earth's  food,  and  relayed  to 
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Teizehriahe  that  he  missed  some  of  the  people  as  well.  She  often  would 
communicate  to  him  about  a  boy  whom  she  had  a  crush  on  and  they 
'spoke'  about  that  kind  of  thing  and  compared  the  different  planets,  but 
discovered  that  love  was  love,  no  matter  between  whom  or  what. 

6. 

-A  PLANET  PAX  FIRE,  SOME  TIME  LATER 

Benjamin  and  Azacarai  had  become  quite  close.  Benjamin  had 
more  or  less  mastered  the  art  of  communicating  in  the  telepathic  sort 
of  visualization  Azacarai  had  showed  him.  Benjamin  had  meditated 
for  many  years  and  was  very  wise  and  open-minded.  He  had  started 
searching  and  thinking  and  developing  his  mind  at  a  young  age  after 
he  had  rejected  organized  religion.  The  way  they  spoke  was  strange 
images  or  thoughts  would  derail  Benjamin's  train  of  thought,  and  all  he 
had  to  do  was  listen  to  himself  and  close  his  eyes  and  serenely  accept 
these  foreign  thoughts  that  permeated  his  mind.  Think  of  when  you  get 
a  beautiful  idea  in  your  head  but  cannot  truly  put  it  into  words  or  explain 
the  idea.  Well,  Azacarai  and  Benjamin  communicated  through  pure  ideas 
and  blocks  of  thought,  words  only  work  to  skew  the  true  meaning  of 
what  we  mean  to  say. 

To  return  a  thought,  he  would  simply  visualize  or  meditate  it  deeply 
and  focus  it  to  Azacarai.  How  this  communication  was  possible...? 
Benjamin  always  thought  it  had  to  do  with  that  weird  third  eyeball  thing 
dangling  from  Azacarai's  forehead. 

Benjamin  beheld  an  amazing  spectacle  as  he  and  Azacarai  returned 
from  and  exotic  fishing  trip.  They  would  fish  in  a  murky  green  river 
surrounded  in  a  light  purplish  mist,  there  were  all  sorts  of  strange  lizard 
like  creatures  of  all  sizes  that  splashed  through  the  water,  some  with 
six  legs,  some  had  protruding  spines  out  of  their  rainbow  skin,  others 
were  two  legged  and  stood  about  two  and  a  half  feet  tall  and  would  fish 
together  in  little  groups. 

When  they  returned  back  to  the  'home  camp'  so  to  speak,  at  least 
fifty  of  the  aliens,  black  and  white  ones  mixed  all  together,  were  seated 
in  no  particular  order,  and  sat  crossleged  with  their  hands  folded  on 
their  lap,  palms  facing  up,  and  holding  a  flame.  It  was  like  the  people 
could  create  fire  at  will,  but  this  fire  sat  and  burned  in  their  hands,  and 
Benjamin  longed  to  understand  this.  It  was  dead  silent  besides  the 
sounds  of  nature  and  a  barely  audible  chanting. 

A  distant  rustling  and  sounds  of  skirmish  and  swearing  and  fear  and 
anger  and  yelling  rushed  into  the  scene  of  the  alien  ceremony!!  And  over 
an  old  Paxzin,  Hindarilay  crashed  Walter,  Brandon  leaping  on  top  of  him 
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with  an  insane  malice  in  his  eyes,  pounding  Walter's  face  brutally!  The 
sounds  of  the  bones  in  his  face  were  heard  cracking  as  Brandon's  fist 
landed  heavily  smacking  Walter's  flesh. 

All  the  fires  held  in  the  hands  of  the  native  people  were  no  more;  they 
all  stood  staring  awestruck  at  the  obscene  violence.  Benjamin  rushed 
into  the  chaos  and  tried  to  remove  Brandon  from  the  unconscious 
bleeding  Walter,  but  he  was  a  huge  man  and  easily  shoved  Benjamin  to 
the  side  with  a  strong  elbow. 

Benjamin  leaped  onto  his  back  and  put  him  into  a  choke  hold,  while 
Brandon  fought  and  kicked  and  yelled  and  swore.  His  face  grew  a  deep 
shade  of  red  and  spit  flung  out  of  his  screaming  mouth  and  it  was  an 
image  of  pure  insane  drunken  hatred.  Benjamin  held  him  yelling  until 
Brandon  passed  out.  Benjamin  fell  off  of  him  to  the  side  gasping  for  air, 
humiliated  and  full  of  sweat. 

7. 


Azacarai  was  attempting  to  speak  to  Benjamin's  mind.  Walter  needed 
to  be  healed.  Benjamin  tried  visualizing  the  instructions  like  he  had  done 
for  the  past  months  with  a  comfortable  ease.  The  images  blurred  and 
shook  in  his  mind,  blacking  in  and  out.  Benjamin  was  concentrating  his 
best  to  understand  any  of  what  he  was  being  sent  to  him.  Violent  scenes 
flashed  in  and  out  of  the  darkness.  There  was  a  message  he  was  trying 
to  communicate.  Then  Brandon  was  standing  tall  in  a  hellish  wasteland, 
the  sky  red,  his  eyes  a  solid  green,  his  beard  blowing  in  an  intense  wind, 
and  he  was  smiling.  It  was  a  terrifying  devil  like  image,  and  then  the 
message.  Azacarai  wanted  Benjamin  to  carry  Walter,  but  then  another 
fiendish  image:  it  was  Brandon  and  Walter  violently  sodomizing  women 
of  the  tribe,  and  another  human  like  figure  in  the  midst  of  the  horror 
with  his  back  turned.  Benjamin  focused  on  it  but  could  not  see  anything 
clearly,  his  mind  blacked  out  and  he  collapsed. 

ONE  WEEK  LATER 

All  was  well  again  and  things  seemed  to  be  back  to  their  natural 
order.  Walter's  face  was  recovering  and  Brandon  had  apologized  to  him. 
Benjamin  and  Azacarai  were  communicating  again,  though  it  felt  not  as 
it  had  before. 

It  turned  out  that  some  time  ago,  Brandon  and  Walter  had  acquired 
some  of  Planet  Pax's  juice  apples  (it  would  look  like  a  solid  bright 
green  orange  with  the  spine  of  a  pineapple  growing  out  of  it),  and  had 
fermented  them  and  made  their  own  moonshine.  It  turned  out  much 
stronger  a  drug  than  alcohol  on  Earth  was  and  neither  man  recovered 
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from  their  stupor  for  two  or  three  days. 


8. 


That  afternoon  Benjamin  sat  attempting  to  communicate  with 
Teizehria  but  it  proved  more  difficult  than  it  ever  had  before.  They 
attempted  fruitlessly  to  'speak'  for  a  while  but  eventually  gave  up  and 
Teizehria  wandered  off. 

Benjamin  sat  back  thinking.  He  lay  wondering  why  he  was  having 
difficulties  getting  through  to  the  other  Paxzins.  He  lay  back  thinking 
for  a  while,  sipping  on  a  bowl  shaped  leaf  of  water  when  he  heard  an 
alarming  yelling  in  the  alien  tongue.  He  had  never  heard  anger  arise  in 
their  voices  before.  It  was  two  males,  both  adults,  yelling  at  each  other, 
the  larger  one  pushed  the  other  to  the  ground. 

The  big  guy  punched  the  creature  he  was  picking  on,  a  black  colored 
alien,  this  one  with  a  small  bulb  on  his  head  rushed  to  the  others  aid.  He 
jumped  on  and  choked  the  big  one,  much  like  he  had  seen  Benjamin  do 
to  Brandon,  a  smaller  child  jumped  in  as  well  to  help  his  friend,  and  it 
became  a  viscous  brawl.  Benjamin  intervened  and  tried  to  stop  it  but  the 
creatures  were  very  strong  and  he  got  beat  up. 

When  the  dust  and  violent  shrieking  settled  and  it  was  broken  up, 
the  smaller  of  the  original  fighting  aliens,  Teizehrias'  brother,  lay  dead. 
Benjamin  lay  covering  himself  in  the  fetal  position  quivering  and  covered 
in  dust  and  dirt  and  blood.  Nothing  like  this  had  ever  happened  on 
Planet  Pax.  There  was  no  law  enforcement  or  court  system  in  the  tribal 
culture.  No  evil  or  malicious  acts  had  ever  been  created  by  the  aliens. 
Their  souls  seemed  still  infused  with  their  home  planet  and  nature.  Food 
was  almost  given  to  them  on  the  trees.  It  was  a  Garden  of  Eden  and  the 
anger  of  man  consumed  the  forbidden  fruit. 

9. 


The  normally  tranquil  mood  of  the  forest  lay  drowning  in  darkness 
and  negativity.  The  peoples  were  devastated  and  had  never  felt  such 
pain  and  anger.  The  three  men  they  had  welcomed  so  warmly  had 
taught  something  that  could  not  be  untaught.  The  Paxzins  felt  a  burning 
anger  towards  them  and  blamed  the  humans  for  the  tragedy;  they  had 
never  experienced  all  of  these  negative  emotions  so  powerfully. 

Benjamin,  Brandon,  and  Walter  were  brought  in  front  of  a  large  crowd 
of  aliens  who  had  gathered  in  the  place  where  they  all  met  and  sat  with 
the  fire  in  their  hands.  The  men  stood  nervously  huddled  with  each 
other,  guarded  by  four  large  males.  They  heard  all  sorts  of  gibberish 
alien  yelling  and  Benjamin  met  eyes  with  Azacarai  in  the  midst  of  the 
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crowd.  He  seemed  to  be  pleading  with  others  but  was  paid  no  attention 
to.  The  roar  of  the  crowd  increased,  all  the  beautiful  serenity  of  Planet 
Pax  had  boiled  into  a  rush  of  confusion  and  anger  and  fear.  Benjamin 
tried  desperately  to  communicate  with  any  of  the  guards  but  the  mood 
was  too  chaotic  to  hear  anything  in  one's  own  mind.  He  desperately 
tried  to  calm  himself,  using  all  the  meditative  techniques  he  knew. 
Brandon  was  yelling,  Walter  looked  like  he  was  going  to  cry.  It  was  the 
only  thing  he  could  think  of  to  do,  the  men  felt  and  impending  hand  of 
death  reaching  for  them  silently  amidst  the  chaos. 

A  shove,  another  shove.  The  guards  were  pushing  the  men  towards 
the  crowd.  Step  by  step,  the  men  resisted  and  shoved  back  with  their 
backs,  but  the  aliens  were  very  strong.  They  resisted.  Brandon  tried  to 
make  a  run  but  was  shoved  back  in  by  a  large  black  guard.  Benjamin 
glanced  and  had  seen  the  big  alien  before  but  something  was  different. 
He  pushed  fiercely  back  with  all  his  might  and  looked  at  the  guard  again 
and  realized  the  eyeball  like  structure  that  hung  from  his  forehead  was 
gone. 

The  crowd  was  only  seconds  away  from  the  men  now.  It  was  a 
moment  felt  in  slow  motion,  the  men  desperately  fighting,  kicking  up 
the  deep  red  grass  attempting  to  escape.  The  men  quickly  glanced  at 
each  other  for  the  last  time  and  were  covered  in  an  almost  tangible 
blanket  of  despair.  All  their  senses  seemed  blurred  together  in  the 
chaotic  second  before  they  were  shoved  into  the  overpowering  mob. 

All  three  men  lay  dead,  limbs  literally  ripped  off,  the  ground  red  again 
after  the  grass  had  been  torn  up.  Azacarai  fought  to  protect  Benjamin 
and  was  labeled  as  a  traitor  and  his  execution  was  carried  out  the  next 
day. 

10. 

2219 

Civil  war  had  again  broken  out  between  the  white  and  black  aliens 
of  Planet  pax.  Commander  Maurzi  led  his  squad  of  white  aliens  into  a 
civilian  camp  for  food.  A  small  boy  who  attempted  to  flee  from  them  was 
brutally  cut  down.  Dwellings  were  burned,  women  were  taken  and  raped 
and  killed.  A  civilian  alien  was  preaching,  cursing  the  devils  that  came 
1000  years  ago  and  corrupted  Planet  Pax.  He  spoke  of  a  time  where 
the  people  lived  peacefully  in  harmony  with  an  all  giving  nature.  His 
hogwash  was  dismissed  and  he  was  shot  in  the  stomach.  The  preacher 
lay  on  the  barren  landscape  gasping  for  air.  The  alien  creatures  looked 
more  like  men  than  they  ever  had  before. 
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In  Memory  of  Kristyn 

Sara  Schwartz 
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Alone  By  the  Fire 

Kurt  Zitzke 

The  chairs  are  all  troubled, 

Cluttered  'round  the  fire  pit — 

They  look  rather  disheveled; 

It's  obvious  something  happened, 

Someone's  been  here  before... 

But  not  anymore. 

Now  no  one  is  around... 

Even  the  crickets  are  refraining  from  making  a  sound. 
Counting  the  stars  as  they  fall  down  to  the  ground. 

The  embers  in  the  pit  are  still  smoldering, 

Cans  and  bottles  buried  in  the  ashes — 

Ghosts  swirling  around  inside  the  smoke. 

Where  they  are  going  is  a  never-ending  guess: 

To  the  nether,  the  ether,  or  to  eternal  rest... 

In  to  the  distant  future,  or  down  the  long  passages  of  past. 
Watching  as  they  go  up  in  to  the  starry  sky, 

Fleeing  fast  with  not  an  utter  of  goodbye, 

Casting  curses  on  me  with  their  downturned  eyes. 

Until  alas  every  single  one  of  those  angry  apparitions 
Had  gone  the  way  of  the  forlorn... 

Lush,  fruitful  branches  they  once  were — 

Now  burned  like  brush  of  thistle  and  thorn. 


Bleedy  McMittens 

Johanne  Wyss 
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Bear 

Sara  Schwartz 


Morning  Ritual 

Adam  Farcus 
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The  John  Stobart  Award  for  Poetry  was  established  in 
honor  of  the  founder  and  guiding  light  of  Wordeater. 
He  retired  from  JJC's  English/World  Languages 
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Dan  Kloc 
brian  smallwood 
Rob  Vogt 
Richie  Vavrina 
Reilly  Washburn 
linda-joanne  S. 


The  Worldwide  Satire 

wet  animal  water 

License  Plate  Pitching  Rubber 

She  Wouldn't  Like  That 

Pretty 

ABOVE 


Prose 

William  Mallady 
Bryan  Lockie 
Lucas  Chisausky 
J.  Kotek 

Visual  Arts 

Linda  Steger 
Jesus  Reyes 
Johanna  Wyss 
Nicole  Garriott 


The  Giant 

Last  Ride  of  the  Valhalla 
A  Dream  Lost  a  World  Away 
Walk 


Leftover  Love 
The  Potential 
Bleedy  McMittens 
Bone  Xray 


Jurors 

Literature: 

John  Stobart  (Wordeater  Founder) 

Professor,  English/World  Languages  (retired) 


Visual  Arts: 

Nikhil  Prachand 

Cultural  Attache,  Chicago  Department 

of  Public  Health 


60 


www.wordeater.org 


See  &  hear  the  multimedia  Spring  '12  E-Zine 


Submission  Guidelines 

Wordeater  is  always  accepting  submissions  for  its  next  print  and  e-zine  issues. 
Wordeater  is  published  in  May  and  December. 

Wordeater  accepts  poetry,  prose  fiction,  creative  nonfiction,  essays,  reviews,  art, 
photography,  comics,  music,  spoken  word  recordings,  short  films,  and  other 
multi-media  for  publication  consideration. 

All  written  work  must  be  word-processed  in  Word  (.doc)  or  Rich  Text  Format 
(.rtf)  and  submitted  through  the  online  submission  form  at  wordeater.org. 

All  multimedia  must  be  submitted  in  appropriate  formats  either  through 
wordeater.org  or  CD/DVD  to  Adam  Fieidenreich  (C-1063). 

All  work  must  be  original  and  unpublished.  Artists  retain  all  rights  to  their  own 
work  and  may  publish  it  in  other  media. 

Submissions  may  include  a  brief  “About  the  Artist”  biography  (100  words  or  less), 
a  digital  photo,  and  a  link  to  a  web  page  for  promotional  purposes.  This  content 
will  be  included  if  the  work  is  chosen  for  the  e-zine. 

Works  will  be  judged  anonymously  by  the  student  Editorial  Board.  There  is 
no  limit  on  the  number  of  submissions,  but  it  is  suggested  artists  submit  only  a 
representative  collection. 

Except  for  original  artwork,  submissions  will  not  be  returned. 

Editorial  changes  may  be  made  for  readability  and  presentation. 

All  work  must  be  submitted  through  the  online  submission  form  at  wordeater.org 
or  sent  to  Adam  Heidenreich,  Assistant  Professor  of  English,  Wordeater  Advisor 
(C-1063),  in  appropriate  digital  format  (CD  or  DVD)  or  with  instructions  for 
scanning  or  digital  photography. 


W ©rdaateir 

Jy  miioir  C©0D@§ 
1215  IHloybollll  IRd. 
Joliet  EL  S0431 
woindteafeorg 


